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HICKORY HALL : OR THE OUTCAST.
A ROMANCE ur_;;l: BLUE RIDGE.

IN FOUR PARTS.

LY ARY KNWA D E. N SOVTHWORTH.

| ean hasr weorpion’s stings, tread fields of fire,
In frozen guifs of eold eternal lis,

I1e toasd aloft through traeks of endless void,
Hut sannot live in shame."—Joanna Huillie.

PART 1,

THE OLD HALL.
is this the hall ! The nettle buildeth howers,
Where loathsame toad and beetle black sre seen !
Are these tae chambers T Fed by darkest showers,
The shiny worm bath o'er them crawling been !
In this the bomed The owlet's dreary ory,

'nta that as king makes o dread reply ! Mokt

The following story is as near literal truth as
it is possible for & marrative that has passed
through two channels to be. T will give it as
wearly ag ppacticable in the language ig which it
was related to me. -

lzarly in the autumn of 15— we were journey-

~ oy Rkawly throegh b wejostic nod heaytifn!
mountain and vallky scenery in the interior of
Virginin

It was near the close of a golden October day
that we reached the wildly picturesque little vil-
lige of 1lillsborongh, situated upon a very high
point of land, and in the midst of abrupt, rocky,
trec-capped peaks, with green dents of very fer-
tile soil between. It was a town of rocke—found-
«1 upon rooks—hemmed in by rocks—the dwell-
ing-houses, out-houses, fences, pig-pens, chicken-
coops, nll built of rocks of every conceivable
variegated hoe. 1t was, indeed, & beautifal and
brilliant piece of mosaic work, up and down a
grulmll of shaded green. It was as radiant and
many eolored as the forest in autumn, and glowed,
flashed, and sparkled in the golden sun like an
open casket of jewels.

We reached the quaint old inn in time for a
lite dinner. There we cxpected to meet the ear-
ringe of a friend who resided at a farm about five
miles distant weross the mountain, and at whose
house we were going to spend a few weeks. We
found our friend, Mra. Fairfield, waiting for
u4, und a8 soon a8 dinner was over we set out for
(ledar Cliffs.  Our road lay west through a sav-

agely beantiful country, breaking itself up to-| Y

wards a lofty range of blue mountains encircling
Ihe western horizon, and behind which glowed
and Turned the erimson sunset sky.

We appronched (he celebrated pasa of the
Uear's Walk, from the highest point of whish an
extegsive view of the valley wos afforded. As
we hegan to ascend the mountain, I fell into one
of those indolent, pleagant, but rather selfish rev-
eries, which the guthering shadows of twilight,
the darkening scene, amd the heavy, sleepy motion
of the earrisge, seemed to invite. From this rev-
erie | was at length aroused by my indulgent
compaunion, who, laying her hand upon my arm,
aud pointing neroas me throngh the window on
the right, said—

I wigh you to observe that house on the bhrow
of the eliff”

We had just slowly reached the summit of the
maountain, and the carriage had stopped to breathe
the horses. | looked out at the window on the
vight gide. It was yet early enough in the even-
ing, and there was yet light enough left to see,
pitehing precipitately down below us, o flight of
cliff«, the bases of which were lost in abyssea of
twilight gloom and folisge, and the circular range
of which swept round in o ring, shutting in a
small, but deep and cup-shaped, valley. Down
in the deeps of this derkening vale loomed lurid.
Iy # large old farm-house of red sandstone. The
previlent tone of the picture was gloom. Down
into u reverie nbout the deep, dark vale, and
darker house, swooped my fancy again. The
;"ll‘l‘:uge was in slow motion. [ drew in my
1/

“ Iid you noties the house 1"

“Yes; and through that deep sea of dark and
llonting shadows, itself the densest shadow, it

looms like gome dark phantom, some ghost of o
dead home "—

“ Bay n murdercd home.”

“1 wish you wouldu't hresk a well-rounded
sentence with any sort of improvement—ghost of
a dead home shout to melt awsy again in the sur-
rounding gloom "

“ Well said—better even than you think. Yet
that old, half ruined farm-house is the centre of
one of the lnrgest, most beautifal, fertile, highly-
cnltivated, and productive estates in all Virginia,
I you gaw it under the noondny summer sun,
you would see n variegated ground-view of vast
fields of wheat and rye, yellow and ripening for
the harvest; corn, green, waving in the sun;
red-lossomed clover, pastures of Llne grass
rolling down the sides of the hills behind us, and
sretohing out on all sides of the old house, and
disppearing under the bow of the circular.

hounding of mountains. You hear now the mel-
lowed tinkle of & waterfull which, springing fmh
the cliffs we have just left, flows :io“ the side of
l.L' rocks, and reaching the bottom of the onp-
like vale, spreads itwelf into many little, clear rills
well watering its fertile flalds, red ’w.m
henvy wonds, o, This estate, with its fine water
its wmllth of iron ore and coal in the enelrcling’
fountiing, its ahundance of game in the forest
u.-!_ fish in the river, and its immense water pow-
‘1w one of the most valuable in the Southern
fules. Yet in the midst of that wealthy and
Wighly.coltivated plantation stands the homestead
aelf a desolution 1
Then the shadowy view of it js after all
the hest. 1 wonder, by the way, why it in that
iy amoog our wealthiest Virginia planters
‘hoose to reside in houses so shabby that o New
lorlind journeyman mechanic or day laborer
"l be ashamed to live in them 1 Now
"Mt yon have directed sttention to this dark
ll-'mnu-m of a home looming luridly from the
:""P Shadown, 1 warrant that we shall hear
AUty that this uneonth Jjumble of rongh hewn
;"" “indstone and miseellancons rabhish is no
"4 N place than Livingston Lawn, Pomfret Parks
‘T aome other style of gonorous sound”
No—ijt is only Tickory Hall”?
. b yest one of the oldest mansion-houses in
| Ntates—the residence, since 1610, of the eldest
"och of the Livingstons, the Dangerfields, or
”":: Other great family, with nothing left but

., Ereat pame aud great need.”

Mm(::r'x. ﬁ&nl s Hickory Hall is only the
Wb b e vens, and has been go for only

"Html;-pudnly—l said that.  Hickory

their old name.  And now | understand why the
homestemd is in ruins while the farm is in the
very highest state of ealtivation!”’

“why. § ou 1"

- Iwwil nmh to sny that all these well.
cultivated fields, mlling in richness from henee to
the horizon, belong to an ! industrious, intelligent,
aud enterprising’ Yankee purchaser snd settler
who came here some five or six years ago peddling
mouse-traps, and has now become of all
this land, aud whose substantial, eqnare-built, red
brick house stares one out of countenance sone-
where over yonder by the side of the main road
leadiog to market.”

“ Wrong again. ITugh Wallraven is one of
the vnltﬁan. if not the very wealthiest man in
Virginia. 1lis fortune is estimated, with what
truth 1 know not, at one million”

© Resablad 1 did mge thipk there was sach g -

vate fortune in the county.”
Pﬂuu‘hmatuhh.,m.: =
“One million! why in the world, then, does
he not put up a decent house—a decont house!
Good heaven! why does be not ercct npon this
favored spot a pliu of white marble, with ter-

races,

groves? : th *ﬂma
nod b b of in tm:t
furniture, to be procared in E and

with the rarest works of art of ent or modern

times—his conservatories with the richest exotics
of all climes—his ens with the finest vege-
tables—his orch with the utmost ection
of fruit! If 1 were he, with one million of dol-
lars, I would introduce every new improvement in
farming, grazing, stock breeding, &c. 1 would
import the best specimens of cattle, horses, poul-
try. 1 would have Welsh ponies. Sootoh draft
horses, Euglish hunters, and Arabian coursers.
Oh! 1 would make myself and so many other
people 8o happy! One million! Oh! stop—don’t
speak to me yet—just let me revel in the idea of
one million to lavish on this maguificent spot.”

“ Why you unsophisticated little blockhead I”

¢ But why, then, does not this Mr. Wallraven—
or rather, Judge Wallraven, or General Wallra-
ven—for | never heard of a Virginia planter, of
#ny importance, reaching a certain period of life,

\ withqut same title of distinction—why dnes not

Governor Wallraven do something with his one
mi!li;;n ?., d h his f he best
“Fle has done s ing—his m is the
oculti¥ated iﬂ.‘hegrﬂ"' A

“Yes! but it should be the best storled—the
best in every ieular—the model farm. ™

“Mr. Wallraven is a very aged man.”

“Ah! he s My, then.

“OFf course. People do not coufer honors of
any sort upon men like him !”

& Men like him! He is & bad man, then? per-
haps a criminal whose immense wealth and power-
ful family connections have ennbled him to cheat

the gallows or the State prison of its due!”
. ﬁr. W has never been charged with,
or even of, a erime”—

“In his own proper person. ‘The sins of the
father shall be visited upon the children’ His fa-
ther, perhups”—

 Possessed a name that was a synonyme for
high honor and Mlini integrity—his son, with
his name, has inherited his reputation and charae-
ter of strict truth and honesty.”

“ Ah! that is it, then! Ile does not cheat at
cards, and therefore be has not won any of the
prizes in the game of life. But to return to my
first question. Why does not this Mr. Wallra-
ven, of the sterling integrity, and the pounds ster-
ling, do something ¥

e is the best agriculturist in the State—it
is his ruling passion—his occupation.”

“ Apd lives in & wrotched, old, ruinous house ?
Why doesn’t he improve his place 7"

“ Pertinacious! He is an aged man of sixty
caral

“Yegs—yes—yes—yes! lsee! And he has no
children—that cironmatnnee parnlyres his ener-
gies even more than old age!”

“How you jump to conclusions !
and danghter !”

“lHum—hum-—ah ! well, but, sixty years old!
TTia son wod dsoghier must (hemaelyen be mar-
ried, and settled off, and have children—and 5o, at
last, he is n solitary old man, with no motive for
improving and embellishing his homestead—the
old honse, if it will keep out the rain, is guite
good enough, ke thinks, for the short life of the
solitary old grandfather.”

“Uttterly wrong! IHis children, thongh past
their early youth, are both still single.”

I paused for a moment, and then a luminons
iden lighted up the whole subject, nud | exclaimed,
triumphantly,

“ Now | have it! Now | certainly have it!
He is one of those unnatural monsters, & Misen !
Of course! why, surely! Why did 1 not see it
at once? [low it explains everything that was
difficult to understand now! Ilow olear that an-
swer to the enigma makes all obscurity | Ilow
consistent and harmonious all seeming contradie-
tions! Certainly! Ile is a detestable muser!
‘That does not prevent him heing a man of strict
honesty, sterling integrity—yet, most certainly,
he is a miser ; and ‘people do not confer titles of
distinction upon men like him!" Yes! he is & mi-
ser! That is the manner in which he has
amassed bis immense property! That ig nlso the
renson why his house is suffered to fall to ruins
while bis farm is well cultivated—the farm will
make returna, but the house will not. He has
also half starved, hulf elothed, and half educated
his children. They have grown up coarse, un-
couth, ignorant, unfit for good society. They are
mmﬂncnt!y not well received, and even if they
were disposed to marry, he would not portion his
daughter, or establish his son in business. That
is the answer to the whole enigma! Now say that
1 have no quickness of apprehension !

“ Wonderful 17

“ Ah! | have my inspirations sometimes !”

“ Stupendons I

“You are making fun of me !”

‘ Hem! listen! His son. Constant Wallraven,
gradusted at & Nortbern [niversity, and mode
the grand tour of the Kastern Continent, accom-

mied by a clergyman sslaried to attend him.
von never saw o handsomer or more magnificent-
looking man, or one of more perfect dress and od-
dress—‘the courtier's, scholar's, soldier's, eye,
tongue, sword! [ daoghter, Constantia Wall-
raven, is one of the most beautiful and e!egant
women, with one of the best cultivated minds I
ever met "

# Yousarprise and perplex me more and more—
handsome, acoomplished, wealthy, in the prime of
life, and have never been married ! but perhaps
it is they who are cold 7

“Not #o. They have ardent temperaments and
warm sffections”

“Then they are, take them all in all, not easily
matched, and, of course, they are fastidions!”

#1 think not; I am sure not! for, listen again,
some years ago Constant fell in love with the
heautiful daughter of & day lahorer—a poor,
miserable fellow who hired in harvest, or in very

times, to work in the field with the negroes.”

‘““Ah! pow it comes!”

“Constant wished to marry her”

“Well 12

“ He offered himself to the girl.”

y }V:;l?: hjeet! father threatened

] the Wl ,father Lhreaten
4o-sheot the sum 'of Abe milliomsire if he oaught
bim near his hut again.”

“'Phe poor father conld not believe in his
danghter’s good fortune. Ile suspected the young
man of evil designs 1"

“ Posgibly. If he did him that wrong, he was
qniockly undeceived—for the very next day Hugh

ullraven, the father, called at the hut of the
poor day laborer, and nsked the hand of his
daughter, Ellen Dale, for his son and heir; and
il‘l;n poor man, with n blush of indiguation, refused

“You sstonish me 1"

“H Wallraven then offered to seitle a
hundred thousand dollars on the mabden, if her
father leir'r-.ll the match ; and the pauper

g

father refu
nd me! You positively 4o/ What

He has a son

“Yon nstou
conlid have been the poor man's motive—enmity 77
" No! the poor creature wept bitterly while
“‘ﬂwﬂ?:‘: to the son of his hest frhullh
yom such was Hugh Wallraven
Perbaps this Constant Wallraven was a love-
and the poor but honest and sternly cor-

“w
ch
rect
and

love, will not ally with one of his family '
i [ven so."”
« What can be the reason of this proscription
some horrible wm il|'ili:‘.l.'|ull Yeu' that
must be it |—insanity perhaps !
“ Worse far than that !
“ Blindness 1" "
“ |nfinitely worse than that'
 Some loathsome disease such as we read of in
the East—leprosy perhaps !”
“ Worse even than that, or any discase, or any
sin! is this one incurable, fatal family calumity 1"
“ Come, there is a story connected with this
doomed family—this dark phantom of & desad
home " —
“ Of & morrdered home, a8 1 gaid before.  Yes,
there s a dark, dreadful story—a domestic trag- |
y® . 3 .
o " Will you tel! it.40 me?”
u — e L -.nu BRBY Kpaw w10 ar
AT St wi abayld hoav ib_nonkava m s
just version of It, and &8 one very, very noar nn°{
dear to me is intimately connected with the whole
affair, in j to him yonu shall have truth, We
are near Cedar Cliffs now. In a fow minutes
ﬂaﬂl ruﬁi the I;onae" It was dusk

ere is gomefhing mysteriously pleasing to
me In wppgoschiog ia lhi duak ul',r :fm tughg
a strange oountry house, in which | expeet

. As the carringe stopped before

the gloomy house about wnﬂcame our tem-
porary home. we looked out with vague interest
and ouriosity into the blackness of the night; but
we could discover nothing but indistinet and
shadowy shapes suggestive of 4 massive dwelling-
house, with out-buildings, and trees, and hills,
and a back ground of lofty mountains, looming
dark, darker, and darkest, into the murky sky.
There was such an absorbing obscurity swallow-
ing up everything. There was such a shadowy
interest—bueh n siimulus to curiosity—such a
field for imagination, in all so wvague and unde-
fined. It is the charm of the unknown—the gla-
mour of ferra mcogmita, that sttracts us. It seems
like dream land—Ilike childhood come back. And
then there is the cheerful anticipation of explor.
ing the new scenes, by day-light. to-morrow, after
breakfust, of which we think now, and of which
we ghall dream tonight. We are just agree-
afily chilly, bungry, nid turdd enougn to ':gﬂcl'—
pate thorough enjoyment from the glowing fire,
the hot supper, and the soft bed that shortly

Tael® we Mhoa wifivus WRdEn weonde in deot”

tail what each will be like.
At the end of a long journey, commend me to
no arrival at & country house at dark, where every
sort of comfort will be enhanced by the most af-
feclionate welcome, Gently pleasing fancies and
feelings, like these, half forgotten childish emo-
tions of wonder and curiosity about small things,
my mind, chasing from it completely
all dark and weird imaginings awakened by the
o
most after the 0] s

we saw a light ghnci{lg behind the dE-d Vene-
;lu: blinds of th; house, and Imdhhly.{.h front

oor opened, aud a lantern emerged and came to
meet us, followed by n long dark shadow that flit-
ted, fantastioally, hither and thither, behind it It
was Gulliver, the old gardener, who opened the
gate and assisted us to glight. Mary (Mra. Fair-
field) gave us in oharge of & colored chamber-
maid, who condueted us to a pleasant bed-room,
fragrant with the smell of dried herbs, and agree-
ably warmed by a bright and cheerful fire. Soon
u8 we had bathed and changed our clothes, Mary
came for us hersell and conducted us down to
supper in one of those comfortahle and agreeable
rooms that young and tasteful housekeepers are
s0 fond of perfecting, A coal fire glowed redly
through the polished stecl bars of n large grate,
the bright light of a solar lamp, standing upon the
tea-table, flashed down upon an elegant tea-service
of chased silver and white china arrayed upon a
snowy damask cloth. Tt wue an enviahle room
indeed! By the side of the fire, in a spring bot-
tomed arm chair;sat-a-gentieman whose appear-
ance instantly interested me. He was of mediom
lieight, of slight, but elegant figure, and his fair,
;nnn comptexion, spirited countenance, and golden

ke, 1
I & ghaatly contrast hase™

to the black hue of his mourning dress. This pen-
tleman arose with a langnid grace, and came to
receive us; and when Mary named me to “ Mr.
Fairfield,” her husband, he welcomed me with
eary kindness. We then took our place at the
table. It was impossible, however, not to observe
the expression of profound, incurable sorrow upon
the countennnee of this young man. It was im-
possible not to wonder how Mary herself conld
preserve any remnant of cheerfulness by the side
of this heart-orushing despair. It seemed too deep,
too great to leave him a thought of struggling
against it, or conoealing it. Yet, habitual polite-
ness, feelings of hospitality, or benevolence, made
him very k Iiliy attentive to me; and I never paw
anything so 80 moving to tears, as his smile.
Indeed 1 was already beginning to be painfally,
strongly, interested in this young gentleman—
more strongly than I like to be in man, woman,
or child, over whose destiny | ean exert no con-
trol for their happiness. And then I turned from
his wan, spiritual conntenance, to that of Mary,
at the head of the table, and I thought that her
happy, youthful face, so full of heslth, intelli-
genee, and cheerful bon hommis, must exercise n
wholesome, if an unseen, influence upon her guf-
feriog compnnion.
An incident that ocourred that evening, further
excited my wonder and interest. We had left
the mfg«r table, which was cleared away, and
guthered around the fire, which had been replen-
ished, and glowed brightly, when a knock at the
front door was Inu-cl.m-uly soon after the parlor
door was opened, and an old man stood within it.
He was very tall, very broad-shouldered; but
stooping, either with sorrow or infirmity le
was clothed in deep mourning—his left hand
leaned heavily on a stout, gold. headed cane, while
with his right hand he tremblingly lifted from his
venerable head his hat, which he held in his hand,
revealing by the nction a brow, ploughed deep by
sorrow or remorse, and hair white as the driven
snow. There was an air of deep humiliation, of
piteous depreeation, iu his whole manver and ap-
pearance, most painful to witness in one so aged,
and, in every other respect, so venerable, Neither
Mary nor Mr. Fairfield arose to receive this vis-
itor—nor, by lock or ure, shew any sart of
regpect for him—only Mary looked sadly down at
her hands, and Mr. Fairfield said, kindly, but
gravely,

“1How do you do, Mr. Wallraven?"

“ Mr. Wallraven ! thought 1, giving a covert, but
peircing glanee, at the aged and stooping figure
standing, bat in hand, so deprecatingly st the

oor.

* Ferdinan, she is dying at last—come to her,
she in dying !'" he said

“ Dying!” echoed Mary.

“ Thank God' fervently exclnimed Fairfield,
with the first look of hope | had yet seen on his
wan fage,

“Yes, dying. Will you come?” repeated the
old man, as he trembled over his staff. ** Will yon

i A?” ed M m

‘Asguredly. Mary, love, order the ea
Dymg at I-m.’ Thni’flod "

Mary had hastily left the room, and soon re-
turned with his cloak and hat.

Fairfield quickly donned thom, sud, aooom-
panied by the old man, left the house.

After they had gone, Mary Fairfield walked
about in a state ofhalf-suppreased excitement such
as | Iudram seen hu;r hetray. :'bl m«:
to have forgoiien me nltogether, W
could mot blame her. Fresently, suddenly stop-
ping, she asked, “ Dear, you are tired 1"

Feeling myself really ftigued and somewhat
de trop, luammd, “Yen re—

“ | will attend you to your room,” she f
taking up n candle that xhe hergelf had le burn-
jng on the side-table when she came in with Mr.
Fairfield’s cloak, she preceded me up stairs, and
into my room, where we found the fire still burn-
ing, and & great hig jet black negro girl waiting.

“You may go, Blunch,” said Mrs. Fairfield to
the woman, who immedistely left the room ; aud
then, “ | oan unhook your dress, dear,” she kindly
gaid to me.

| wished to try her, to see whether she wis
renlly comcerned at & circumstance for which she
had just thanked God o fervently. | turned sud-
. and, squeesiog her hand heartily, sald—

“ Mary, | have fallen half in love with your
hushand 1—do you eare 1"

“Oh! darling, don’t jest. e is ill—his eon-
stitution has received n severeshock—he is heart.
broken.”

And now 1 saw by her countenance that n
great deal of her cheerfulness and hon hommic in bis

presence was nothing more than pelf-contrel. A
violent knocking at the front door summoned her
in haste from the room. [t was sbout fifteen
minutes before she retarned. She wis bonneted
and clonked for & ,and she held in her
band »

old i
“mnmmmmm.o,

i Solitwde.

.‘“1.;_

will attend to all your orders—and. dear. here is
u letter. 1t is one that Ferdinand wrote to me on
the eve of our engngement—he ealled it his copfes.
sions. It iw only bis explapation of coriain
dreadful cireumstances that troubled me Lefore
our marriage, and that trouble. yon now. | have
Ferdinand’s consent to leave it with you  [tead
it It will tell you all you wished to know. |t
will engage you during my absence, and. when |
return, you will know—uthe end !

She kissed me and was gone.

I had been very tired and sleepy:
was no sleep for me then until | had read the mun-
ucript. | trimmed my fire—drew a candle-stand
to my side—and, with my feet upon the fender
opened the manuscript that was to let me into
the secrets of the phantom-house in the Vale of

hut there |

3 ':'rrf BE SosTINUED, |
T el B

+
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T ¥ l’ar‘l‘bi i;:lmfnmh‘- ?
A SCHOLAR'S ADVENTURES IN THE COUNTRY.

RY MRS ¥ N STOWE
1t we could only Yive in the povntry " aud my
wife, “ how much easier it wouwld he to live”
“ And how much cheaper,” said 1!
“T'o have a little place of our own, and raise
our own things!” said my wife: “dear me! | am
heart-sick when I think of the old place at home,
and father's great garden. What peaches and
melons we used to have—what green peas and
corn! Now one has to buy every cent’s worth of
these things—and how they taste! Such wilted,
migerable corn! Such peas! Then, if we lived
in the country, we should have our own cow, nnd
milk and cream in abundanoe—onr own hens and
chickens. We could have custard and ice eream
every day !”

“To say nothing of the trees and flowers, nnd
all that,” said 1.

The result of this little domestic duetie was,
that my wife and | began se ¥ids sheottlevityof
, 10 look up some pretry intaresting eottage,
‘vlm_-e oug visions of rural bliss might be real irl-
Country Wesidences, neir the city, we sound to
bear rather a high price ; so that it was no ensy
matter to find a situntion suitable to the length of
onr purse; till, at last, o Jodicions friend sug-
gested a happy expedient—

“ Borrow a few hundred,” he said “and give
your mote-—you can save enough, very eoon, to
make the difference. When you raise evorything
you eat, you know it will make your salary goa
wonderful deal further.”

“Certainly it will” said 1. “ And what can be
more beautiful than to buy places by the simple
process of giving one’s note—'tis 8o neat! and
handy, and convenient |”

“Why,” pursued my friend, “there is Mr. I3,
my next door neighbor—'tis coough to make one
sick of life in the city to spend a week out on his
farm. Sueh princely living as one gets: and he
assure sme that it costs him very little—searee
anything, perceptible, in fact "

“Indeed,” said 1, “ few people oan say that”

“Why,” said my friend, “ he has a eonple of
peach trees for every month, from June till frost,
that furninh as many peaches s he and his wifo
and ten children can dispose of. And then he
has grapes, apricote, &o.; and lagt year his wife
sold fifty dollars worth from her strawberry patch,
and nad an abundanee for the table, besides.  Out
of the milk of only one cow thay had butter
enough to sell three or four pounds a week, be-
sides abundance of milk and (‘m ! and madam
bhes the better for her pagk woul"‘i This in
the wiy country people manage”

“Glorions ! thought I. And my wife and I
conld searce sleep, all night, for the brillianoy of
our anticipations !

To he gure our delight was somewhat damped
the next day by the coldness with which my good
old uncle, Jereminh Standfust, who happened
along at preciscly this crisis, listened to our
visions, :

“ You'll find it plasant, children, in the summer-
time,” gaid the hard-fisted old man, twirling his
blue checked pocket-handkerchief;  but I'm sorry
you've gone in debt for the Iand.”

“Oh 1 but we shall soon save that—it's so muoh
cheaper living in the county ! said both of us to-
gether,

“ Well, as to that, | don't think it is to city-bred
folks.”

Here I broke in with a flood of agoounts of
Mr. B's peach troes, and Mrs, IB's strawberries,
butter, apricots, &0, &a ; to which the old gentle-
man listened with such n long, leathery, unmoved
quietude of visage na (uite provoked me, and gave
me the worst possible opinion of his judgment
1 was disappointed too; for, ns he was reckoned
one of the best practioal farmers ia the county, |
had connted on an enthusiastic sympathy with all
my agricultural designs.

“1 tell you what, children,” he said, “a body
ean live in the country, a8 you say, amazin’ cheap;
but, then, a body must know hon”—and my uncle
spread his pocket-handkerchief thoughtfully out
upon his knees, and shook his head gravely.

I thought him a terribly slow, stupid old body,
and wondered how I had always entertained so
high an opinion of his sense,

“He s evideotly getting old I” gaid I to my
wife; “ his judgment is not what it used to be.”

At all events, our place was bought, and we
moved out, well pleased, the first morning in
April, not at all rémembering the ill savor of that
day for matters of wisdom., Our place was o
pretty cottage, about two miles from the city, with
grounds that had been tastefully laid out. There
was mo lack of windiog paths, arbors, flower-
borders, and rose-bushes, with which my wife was
enpecially ploased, There was n little green lot,
strolling off down to a brook, with a thick grove
of trees at the end, where our cow was to be
pastured.

The first week or two wont on bappily enough
in getting our little new pet of & house into trim-
ness and good order ; for, ax it had been long for
sale, of course thers wis any amount of little re-
pairs that had been left to amuse the lelsure
hours of the purchaser. Iere n door-step, had
given way, and needed replacing ; there, s shutter
hung Inose, and wanted s hinge; abundance of
glass needed setting ; and, as to palnting nnd pa-
pering, there was no end to that ; then my wife
wanted s door cut here, to make our bed room
more convenient, and a china closet knocked up
there, where no china close before had been.
We aven ventured on throwing out a bay window
from our sitting-room, bocsuse we had luckily
lighted on & workman who was so cheap that it
was an actual ssving of money to employ him.
And to be sure our darling little cottage did lift
up its head wonderfully for all this garnishing
and furbishing, | gol up early every morning,
and nailed up the rose-bushes, and my wife got
up nnd watered gersniums, and both flatlered
ourselves and each other on our early hours and
thrifty habits, But soon, like Adsm and Eve in
Paradise, we found our little domain to nsk more
hands than ours, to get it into shape. 8o, mys |
to my wife, “1 will bring out s gardener when I
come next time, and he shall lay it out, snd get
it into order; and after that, | can easily keep
it by the work of my lelpure hours”

Our gardener was o very sublime sort of a
man—an an, nnd, of course, used to

grasshoppers in onr own eyes, when be talked of
Lord this and that's estate, and begsn to question
us sbout our earriage-drive and conservatory,
and we could with difficulty bring the gentleman
down ta sny understanding of the humble limits

I
descent for him
asthetie preferences, that he persuaded my wife
!
opposite the bay window, and to lay it out into
divers little triangles, resembling small pieces of
pie, together with circles, mounds, and warious
other geometrieal ornaments, the planning and
p'l\l;lth'lg of which soon engrossed my wife's whole
Bau
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Inying out moblemen’s places, and we became as | got

atatoes, turnips, beeta, and earrots, was quite n
In fact. so strong were his

o lot him dig all the taef off from a green square

The planting of the potatoes, beets, earrots,
&ec, was intrusted to a raw Irishman ; for, as to
me, to confess the truth, | began to fear that dig-
ging did not agee with me. It is true that | was
exoeedingly vigorous at first, and actually planted
with my own hunds two or three long rows of
potatoes . ufter which | got a turn of rheumatism
in my shoulder, which lasted mo n week. Stoop-
ing down to plapt heets and radishes gave me a
washige, oo bt wonghliz=t Se sontent mysell

l'hv.. ie In gpu ?'.A.\‘ g ?"ﬂ""‘”"":" to. e
that my Irishman did his duty properly, and then

got on to my horse, and rode to the city. Dut
nhout one part of the matter | must say | was
not remiss—and that is, in the purchase of seed
and garden utensils. Not i day passed that 1 did
not eome home ‘with my pockets stuffed with
choice seeds, roots, Ko, and the variety of my
gorden utensils was uneqonlled. There was not
a pruning-heok of any pattern, not n hoe, rake, or
spade, great or small, that | did not have speci-
mens of; and flower seeds and bulhs were also
fortheoming in liberal proportions. In faet, | had
opened an wecount at & thriving seed store; for
when o man is driving bosiness on a large sonle,
it is notalways convenient to hand out the change
for every little matter, and buying things on ne-
count is ag neat and agreeable & mode of acquisi-
tion ns paying bills with one’s note.

“You know we must have a cow.” said my wife,
the morning of our second week. Our friend the
gurdener, who had now worked with us at the
rate of two dollars & day for two weeks, was at
hand in & moment in our emergency. We wanted
to buy a cow, and he had one to sell—a wonder-
ful cow, of n real English breed. He would not
sell her for auy money, except to oblige particular
friends; but as we had patronized him, we should
bave her for forty dollars. How much we wern
obligeda fo Bt “The forty dWiines Werd speediiy
fortheoming, and go alro was the cow
“What makes her shake her head in that
wag 1" maid my wife, appeetausl .y,
served the interesting beast making
monstrations with her horns, * 1 hope she's gen-
tle?

The girdener fluently demonstrated that the
animal was a pattern of all the softer graces, and
that this head-shaking was merely n little ner-
vous affection consequent on the embarrassment
of & new position. We bad faith to believe al.
most anything at this time, and therefore came
from the barn-yard to the hounse ns much satisfied
with our purchase as Jobwith his three thousand
camels and five hundred yoke of oxen, Her
yuondam master milked her for us the first even-
ing, out of a delicate regard to her feelings s a
stranger, and we fancied that we discerned forty
dollars’ worth of excellence in the very quality
of the milk.

But alas ! the next morning our Irish girl came
in with a most-ruefal face: “ And is it milking
that baste you'd have me be after 1" she said;
“gure, nnd she won't 1ot me come near her.”

“ Nonsense, Biddy ! said 1,  you frightened
her, perhaps; the cow is perfectly gentle;” aud
with the pail on my arm, | sallied forth. ‘T'he
moment madam saw me eontering the cow-yard,
the greeted me with a very expressive flonrish of
her {‘;m»,

“This won't do,” said I, and I stopped. The
lady evilently was eerious in her intentions of
resisting uny personnl approaches. | cut a cudgel,
and puiting on a bold face, marched towards her,
while HMS; followed with her milking-stool
Apparently, the henst saw the necessity of tempo-
rizing, for she assnmed a demure expression, and
Biddy eat down to miik. [ stood sentry, and il
the lady shook her head, | shook my stick, and
thus the milking operation proceeded with tolera-
ble serenity wfmm

“There " waid, 1, with dignity, when the froth.
ing pail was full to the brim. “That will do,
Biddy,” and | dropped my stick. Dump! came
madam’s heel on the side of the pail, and it
flew like n rocket into the air, while the milly
flood showered plentifully over me, in n new
broadeloth riding-cont that | had sssnmed for the
first time that morning. “ Whew 1" said I, as
#oon a8 | could get my breath from this extraor-
dinary shower-bath ; * what's all this 7" My wife
came running toward the cow.yard, as | stood
with the milk streaming from my hair, filling my
eyes, and dropping from the tip of my aose ! and
she and 13iddy performed a recitative lnmentation
aver me in alternate strophes, like the chorus in
n Gireek tragedy. Such was our first morning's
experience, but os we had announced our bar-
gain with some considerable flourish of trompets
among our neighbors and friends, we concluded
to hush the matter up as much as possible. ¥

“ These very superior cows are apt to be oross,”
said 1; “we must bear with it as we do with the
ecoeniricities of geniun; besides, when she gets
aceustomed to us, it will be better”

Madam was therefore installed into ber pretty

ure the picturesque effect of her appearance, re-
clining on the green slope of the pasture.lot, or
etanding ancle-decp in the urgling brook, or re-
clining under the deep shndows of the trees—she
wis, in fact, a handsome cow, which may nccount,
in part, for some of her sins ; nnd this considera-
tion inspired me with some degree of indulgence
toward her foibles.

But when 1 found that Biddy could never sno-
ceed in getting near her in the pasture, and that
any kind of success in the milking operations re-
quired my vigorous personal exertions morning
and evening, the matter wore & more serious ns-
pect, and 1 began to feel quite ﬂ'"’" and appre-
hensive. It is very well to talk of the pleasures
of the milkmnid going out in the balmy freshness
of the purple dawn; but imagine a poor fellow
pelled out of ’;:i‘:n o?f‘f drizzly, uluytnornl:g,
and equippin self for & sosmper "
wet ;nqsur:;-lgt‘ rope in hand, at the heels of such
# termagant as mine! 1o fact, madam established
a regular series of exerciaes, which had all to be

no through before she would suffer hereelf to
E eaptured ; os, first, she would station herself

lump in the middle of a marsh, which lay at the
rovm' part of the lot, and look very innocent and
nbsent-minded, ns i reflecting on some senti-
mental gubject, “Suke! Suke! Suke!” I ejacn-
late cautiously, tottering along the of the
marsh, and holding out an ear of corn. The lady
looks gracions, and comes forward, almost within
reach of my hand. [ mske a plunge to throw the
rope over hier horns, and away she goes, kicking
up mud and water into my face in her flight,
w[;lla I, losing my balance, tumble forward into
the marsh. | pick myself up, and, full of wrath,
behold'her placidly chewing the cud on the other
pide, with the meekest nir imaginable, as who
should say, “1 hopo you nre mot hurt, sir” 1
dash through swamp and bo;'furiugﬁ. resolving
to earry all by coup de main. Then follows a mis.
cellaneous seanon of dodging, senmpering, sn
bo-poeping nmong the trees of the grove, Inter-
.,..-...”T with sundry ooonsionsl races noross Lhe
bog aforesaid. 1 always wondered how I paught
her every day, and when I had tied her head to
oune post and her heels to mnother, I wiped the
sweal from my hrow, nnd thought T was payliog
dear for the eocentricities of genius. A genius
she oertainly was, for besides her surprising ngil-
ity, she had other talents equally ex nary.
T{m was no fence that she could not take down;
nowhers that she could mnot ‘o. She took thoe

eketu off the garden fence at her pleasure, using
er horns ny handily as | could use a claw ham-
mer. Whatever she has a wind to, whether it
woera a bite in the garden, or & ron in the
corn patch, or a fo :rdubn into the
flower borders, she made oqmllz weloome
and at home, Huch n scamperin driving,
such eries of “ Suke hers” and “ Suke there,” w»
eonstantly grested our ears kept our little estah-
lishment in & constant commotion. At last, when
she one morning made a plunge at tho skirts of
new brondeloth frock asnd carried off one
flap on her my oo gave out,and |
determined to rell her.
An, however, | had made a gool story of my
misfortunes amoog my friends and neighbors, and
smused them with sundry whimasical ncsounts of
my various ndventures fn the cow.oatohing line,
1 found when 1 came to speak of selling, that
there wan n general coolness on the subject, sud
nobody seemed dix

respousibilities. [n short, | was 5 At Inst, to
fifteen dollars for her, and mﬂfaﬂd mynelf
with thinking that I had at least gaioed twenty-
five dollarw’ worth of experience in the transuc-

tlon, to say nothing of the fine excroise.
1 comforted ‘W, the duy alter, by
and home to my wife a fine

pasture-lot, and my wife contemplated with plens- {

age—and then, she is a domestic, tranguil, placid
ereature! Tlow beautiful the murmoriog of o
hive near our houneysuckle of & caln summer
evening! ‘Then they are tranqguilly and peace-
fully smassing for us their stores of sweelness,
while they lull us with their murmurs,. What a
beautiful image of disinterested benevolence!”

My wife declared that | was quite a poet, and
the bec-hive was duly installed near the flower-
plots, that the delioate creatures might have the
full benefit of the honeysucklo and mignonette
My spirits began to rise. | bought three differ-
ent trestises on the rearing of bees, and also one
or two new patterns of hives, and proposed to rear
my bees on the most approved model. [ charged
ull the establishment to let me know when there
was nny indication of an emigrating spirit, that |
might Le ready to receive the new swarm into my
patent mansion.
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n fe ghutin J was grepar) Noe=4
Ar:?- racan ].'f.-f.tf mrﬂ,ng
a swarm had risen. | was on the nlert at once
and discovered, on going out, that the provoking
creatures had chosen the top of & tree about thirty
feet high to settle on. Now, my books had care-
fully instrmoted me just how to approach the
swarm and nover them with a new hive, but | had
never contem plsted the bility of the swarm
being, like llaman's gallows, forty eubits high
1 looked desparingly upon the smooth-bark tree
which rose like a column, full twenty feet, without
broneh or twig. “ What is to be done 1" suld I,
nppealing to two or three neighbors. At last, at
the recommendation of one of them, a ladder was
raised against the tree, and, equipped with o shirt
outside of my olothes, n green veil over my head,
and u pair of leather gloves in my hand, I went
up with & saw at my girdle to saw off the branch
on which they had gettled, and lower it by a rope
to & neighbor, similarly eiuipped, who stood below
with the hive,

As a result of this manwuvre the fustidious
little insects wero at length fairly installed at
housekeeping in my new patent hive, and, rejoio-
ing in my success, | again sat down to my article

That evening my wife and | took tea in our
honeysuckie arbor, with our little ones and a
friend or two, to whom | showed my trensures and

Mol petiatad: at large Jir The comfuetr and cudves
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 grsteful wpetehes

nicnoes of the new patent hive

BBut alas for the hopes of man! The little un-
Atvmust they dg bst take
advantage of my oversleeping mysell, the next
morning, to clear out for new quarters without so
much s Jeaving mea P. P. C.  Such was the fact ;
at eight o'cloek | fuund the new putent hive us
good as ever; but the bees | have never seen from
that day to this!

“The rascally little conservatives!” said [, "1
believo they have never had a new idea from the
days of Virgil down, and are entirely unprepared
to appreciate improvements.”

eanwhile the seeds hegan to germinate in our
garden, when we found, to our efmpin. that, be-
tween Johm Bull and Paddy, there had ocourred
sundry confusions in the several departments.
Radishes had been planted broadeast, eurrots and
heets arranged in hills, and here nnd there n
whole paper of secd appeared to have heen planted
bodily. My good old uncle, who, somewhat to my
oonfusion, made me a oall at this time, was greatly
distressed and seandalized by the appearance of
our ganden. But, by a deal of fussing, transplant-
ing, and replanting, it was got into some shape and
order. My uncle was rather troublesome, nx care-
ful old people are apt to be—annoying us b m
petual inquiries of what we gave for this, an N
snd running up provoking oalculations on the
final oost of matters, and we an to wish that
his visit might be na short aa would be convenient.

But when, on taking lesve, he promised to send
us u fine young cow of his own raising, our hearts
rather amote us for our impatience.

“"Taint any of your new breeds, nephew,” said
the old man, “yet | ean sy that she's a gontle,
likely young orittur, and better worth forty dol-
lars than many n one that's eried up for Ayrshire,
or Durham ; and you shall be quite welcome to
her?

We thanked him, nain duty bound, and thought

that 1f ho woe fall of alil.fashiened notiong, he
uo loss full of kindness and good will,

And now, with a new cow, with our garden be-
ginning to thrive under the gentle showera of
May, with our flower-borders blooming, my wife
nnd | bagan to think ourselves in Paradise. Dut
alua! the same sun and rain that warmed our fruit
und flowers brought up from the earth, like sulky
gnomes, u vast array of purple-leaved weeds, that
almost in a night seemed to cover the whole sur-
faon of the garden beds.
ing gone, the weeding was expected to be done b

sure hours,

“ Well,” said I, in roply to a gentie intimation
from mf wife, “when my article is finished, 1'll
take & day and weed all up clean”

Thus A_yu slipped by, till et length the article
was dispatched, and 1 froceeded to my garden.
Amazement! who could have possibly foreseen that
anything earthly could grow so fast in o fow days!
There were no bounds, no alleys, no beds, no dis-
tinetion of beet and carrot, nothing but a flourinb-
ing congregation of weeds nodding and bobbing
in the morning breeze, aa if to say—" We hope
ou are well, sir—we've got the ground, you ses 1”
began to explore, and to hoe, and to weed. Ah!
did anybody ever try to olean n neglected oarrot
or beet bed, or bend his back in a hot sun over
rows of weedy onions! He is the man to feel for
my despair! How | weeded, and sweat, and
sighed ! till, when high noon oame on, aa the re-
#ult of all my toils, only three hods were cleaned |
And how disconsolate looked tho good seed, thus
unexpectedly delivered from its sheltering tares,
and laid open to a broiling July sun! I-‘.::;y Ju-
venile heet and oarrot lay flat down, wilted and
drooping, as if, like me, they had been weeding,
instend of being weeded.

“This weeding is quite n scrious matter,” sald
I to my wife; “ tEo fuct i, | must have help about
it

“Jast what T was myself thinking,” maid my
wife. “My flower borders are all in confusion,
and my petunis mounds so completely overgrown,
lr.hntlnohod y would dream what they were meant
or "

In short, it was agresd between us that we
oould not afford the expense of a full-grown man
1o keep our place, yet we must reinforce ourselves
by the addition of & boy, and & brisk you

from the vicinity was pitched ngon as the happy
addition. ‘This youth was a follow of decidedly
quick parts, and in one forencon made such a
clearing in our garden that I was delighted—bed
after nppeared to view, all oleared and
dressed out with wuch celerity that 1 was quite
ashamed of my own slow until, on examina-
tion, I discovered that he had, with great impar-
tiality, pulled up both weeds snd vegetables.

Thin hopeful beginning was followed up by a
sueoeasion of proceedings which should be record-
el for the instruction of wll who seck for help
from the race of boys. Such a loser of all tools,
great and small—such an invariable leaver-open
of all gatos, and latter-down of bars—such a per-
ronifieation of all manner of anarch it
luok—had never before heen seen on the esiate,
His time, while | was gone to the city, wis ngree-
ably diversified with roosting on tho fenoe, swing-
ing on the gates, making poplar whistles for the
ehildren, hunting egge, and eating whatever fruit
to he in eawon, in which latter sccom-
plishment he was certainly quite distingulshed,
After shout three woeks of thia kind of joint
dening, we concluded to dismiss master Tom from
the firm, and employ & man.

“ Things must be taken care of,” said I, “and
I oannot do it. "Tis out of the question” And so
the man waus secured.

But I am making o long story, and may chanoe
to ontrun the sympathies of my renders. Time
would fail me to tell of the distresses msnifold
that fell upon me—of cows dried nr by poor
milkers, of henn that wouldn't set at all, aud hens
that despite all law and renson would set en one
egg, of heons that having hatohed families straight-
way led them futo all manner of high grass and
weods, by which means pumerous young chioka
esught premature colds and perished ! and how
when [, with manifold toil driven one of
thess inconsidernte gadders, lnto » coop, to teach
her domestio habila, the rats came down upon her,

were always practisiog gymnastic exercises over
the fonce :t the stye, nnd marauding in the gar-
den. (I wonder lh;t Fourier mnr conoei |=
idea of having his garden

pign, for uﬂ::ly they wanifest s decided
eleotive attraotion for turning up the sarth)
‘When sotumn eame, | went soberly to
in the neighboring oity, and hought
and turnipa like any other
the various of

wwarm of

for thy,
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Our gardeners both be-

me—ane of the snticipated relaxations of my lei-

and slew every chick in one night! how my pign | of

eountable | then there were various smnller itema,
such as horse-shocing, cartiage-mending—for he
who lives in the country and does husigess in the
city must keep his vebicle and appurienances. |
had nlwaya prided myself on beiog an exact man

and settling evory nccount, great and small, with
the going out of the old year, hut this seawon |
found myself gorely put to it. In faot, had not |
roceived n timely lift from my gued old unele, |
hud made n complete break-down. The old gen
tleman's troublesome babit of ciphering and osl

enlating, it #eems, had led bim beforehand to
foresee thut | was not exaetly in the money-making
line, nor likely to possess much surplus revenue

to meet the note which | had given for my place
and, therefore, he guietly paid it himself, as |
discovered when, after much snxiety and some
sleepless nights, | went to the holder to msk for

nn exténsion of cradit
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LETTER FROM PHILADELPHIA.
i‘l e

To the Eduor of the Nuhwnal Ea
Have you ever dreamed sway o morning hoor

KLrMLa, Live t, In

heside the besatiful fountaio lv Frauklio square ?
The grounds afford the pleasantest promennde |
have found in Philadelphin, and when you are
weary of walking, and while the limbs are taking
A siestn on one of the rustie seats, the geutle
Arlels of delicions reverie will whisper to you in
the murmur of willow branches, swaying in the
wind, or glance mirth or meluncholy, as it wmay
pleasure you, from the starry eyes of sunlit
water drops.

A fountain among willows! It I8 my wvery
ideal of elegance and grace. ‘Those long, droop
ing, delioately-folisged boughs undulating, walt:-
ing with the zephyr, and thosesnowy water-shafts
that lift their forcheads to the crowniegs of the
sun, that go up pearls and fall back dinmonds,
likqthe thoughty of pure hoaris rolsed to hoaren,
are stiggestive to my I'uu.-’- of & maltitude of fus-
cinnting images, of “alloring and delicious

pade”  Usycho, ¥l w young malden in her
father's palace, shaking about her loug, wavy,
pale-brown hale ; the sweel siser of 0ld osthedial
anthem ; white fingers eweeping the strings of &
Moorish lute; flower-scontu, exquisite and jmpal-
pable ; vague and beantiful imaginiogs floating
around a poet’s braio; Tasso improvising in a
garden, ringing soft changes on the name of
Leounore

I went lately to the sjuure, accompanied by an
interesting ohild, n sweet little Michigan boy of
seven Scptembers.  The saciety of unsophistioa-
ted children is always delightful to me. True
and earnest, without the weariness of pelf-con-
quest—nor the sears—besutiful and winsome,
without conscronmesi—that perpaml Invoostion
to goodoess and grotitude, ns the world should
be—that constant temptation to wanity, ne the
world ls—they nre st least the fuirest types we
have in this life of human purity and innoconoe.

As wo entered the gate from Aroh stroet, my
little mentor impressed on my mind that we were
not to ymeke in the grounds nor * break the trees
Jdown ;" and a8 1 found placards near the enlrances
on which the same amusements were forbidden, [
mentally decided not to do them,

There are & number of tame squirrels, pretty,
graceful ereaturen, pensioners of the publio char-
ity, in these grounds ; and one whish met us on
the first patoh of greensward nodded his little
head and twinkled his bright eyes, with an sir
that eried, * Largess 1" as eloquently as a Torkish
boygnr'n salmim. Aw wy young esquire, sntielpa
ting this apecies of taritf, had been provided with
n handful of peanuts st the corner, wa soon had
& half dozen of theso little paupors nt our feet,
some gnawing st the fruit with a gravity whioh,
but that | deproeate irreverence, | might oall
sonatorial ; some, “ina fine frenzy rolling " on the
rrenn turl; und some tossing the nutshells about

n supreme oontempt for “vulgar utilities” A
benison on you, every one, sportive exiles of the
greenwood !  Heaven send that ye eat always
plentiful suppers at the feet of harmless iufancy,
and bear “oharmed lHvea” in the heart of this
city of fraternal love and unfraternal murders
tis, revenons, with n reverent apology to all
papas and mammas for the rudeness, from guir-
rels back to children,

I remember taking a party of little, merry
maidens, one day last summer, to explore the
marvels of the Capitol. Coming up the pestern
steps, wo stopped to look at the statue of Peaoe
in the portico. “Oh!" cried one bright little
E:l, holding up her two tiny hands, nnd with her

ge oyes full of admiration, “a sweet woman!
& aweet, srest woman'! | leve that beautiful
lady ¥ T'o me, it I had been an artist, this little
outgush of spontaneous, suhjeotive eriticism,
wonld have been deeply Hattering.

And this brings me to a touching story I have
been rending in nn extraot from one of Mr. Wil-
lis's lotters to the Home Jowrnal, and which, un-
less it come too late, I shall need no excuse for
repenting here.
Fvery one who haas visited Washington, 1 sup-
hans spent half an hour before the pioture of
the embarkation of the Pilgrims, on the panel in
the Rotunda. Painters have told mo that it is
the best picture there; nnd others, whose con-
noisseurship is that of feeling, merely, have con-
fossed to daily and nightly hauntings for many
weeks, from some of its figures and groupings.
The tender sadness on the meek fuce of the in-
valid boy, and the saintly goodness making that
of his mother beautiful, with all its wrinklos,
contrast harmoniously—as, indesd, is there not
always harmony in the antithesis of ohjects beau-
tiful in thomwselves 1—with the yonthful and
stately figure of Lady Winslow, and the proud,
soldierly seeming of the handsome Miles Stand-

But it is, I believe, the exquisite counteuance of
Rose, his young and lovely wife, through whose
incomparahle eyes speaks the whole soul of fomi-
nine constanoy, tenderness, and trust, aad on
whose forshead rest somo rays from the far-off
orown of martyrdom—that clected herl of
womanhood—which attracts all regards, and con-
(uers all hearts, consecrating, in & thousand mem-
ories, shrines where ita remembrance may keep its
tbm;a, “n thing of besuty,” and “a joy for-
ever!”
Mr. Wier, the nriist, received, ns perhaps all
your readers know, ten thousand dollars from the
Government, for this picture. This sum he in-
vested, entire, for the use of his three beloved
obildren. Alas for his poor heart—hia
heart! It was his lot to survive them all. 'When
they “l.:.d d;:l, [y mllmlnt o:h ::lzlw' dllln.u

ven Bppro| rtune, w.
m«u to him mp;’{‘: :‘Eﬂdru. We can all
understand the feeling: It ls the same whioh
keepa snored the m:in of the little lost darling,
thongh the widowed mother must toil the later,
of & winter's night, to clothe her younger living
children ; the same that guards untouched, in the
old homestead, the 1 nnd laboratory, now
useless, of the dend student, though his Jnrdy
brothers must labor the hander ﬂamﬁ the long
summer days, to redeem the holy extravagance.
But the bereaved father hethought him of & wor-
thy use, to which he would conseorate this inher-
itance, sanotified by their brief ownership. Flav-
ing chosen n lovely, mountain-shadowed kuoll,
in u rural village by the Hudeon, he built thercon
a commodions house of worship, which he named
the “ Church of the Holy Innocenta” Other
ohildren, who should at that font be baptized into
Hinname, who was the friend of ohildren ; rﬂm‘
who should at that altar take the  vows of God’
upon them ; lovers, who shonld there promise to
each other a lifetime of mutual help snd mutual
love; the dead, over whose clay the solemn words
‘burisl, “ Farth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust
to dust.” should there be spoken ; these were to
be t:lq-u- of the artist’s ohildren.
18 it not & “touching poem,” ss Mr, Willis says,
this offering which love and frllf have lald on
the nltar of faith and charity
It is easy to hellevo those childron must have
been fair and lovely ; and, with the image of Rose
Standish in our { ta, to fanoy mother
most beautiful and good. Indeed | cannot con-
oeive that tho a:u-t uultlkl‘u:n
face, except na the

woman that he lovel  For
s fnoe-—thero s




